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THE DRAMA, AND LIFE’S PHILOSOPHY. | 


us and strengthen the conviction of the 


Wilks esis deaiaiacin: til cubjent,' wikdh we ultimate happiness of man, and the wisdom 


commenced in No. 553 of this Journal, we 
may as well correct an error whieh crept 
into the article, viz., “ Olympus to a mole- 
hill, compared with Shakspere,’’ instead of 
the converse of the proposition. 


It appears evident to us, that the otily 
chance for the resuscitation of the drama, 
is the infusion of a new and vital spirit into 
ifs literature. 

While we are ready to admit the talent, 
and in the case of Knowles and Marston, 
the genius of some of our acted dramatists, 


. we do not perceive the elements of a graud 


development of the spirit of the age in their 
writings. We do not contend, like some of 
the critics of the day, for the superiority of 
the unacted over the acted, but still there is 
poetie power in the works of some of these 
writers we shall in vain look for in the 
dramas of Bulwer and Lovell. If we look 
for the philosophy of our being in the works 
of those clever playwrights (for Bulwer, the 
best of our modern playwrights, is not 
more) we shall inevitably be disappointed. 

here is no scope for the highest histrionic 
power in their pieces, and they skim the 
mere surface of life, without endeavouring 
to sound its depths. The spirit of the age 
requires something which no living genius 
seems capable of attaining. While we do 
not confound virtue and vice, we no longer 
seem to be desirous of holding up any one 
to exeeration, and the doetrine is, that in 
the lowest depths of moral degradation, 
there is something good in humanity, and 
worthy its divine origin. 

The philosophy of Hamlet is for the 
most part negative and does little to cheer 


| of the Universal Scheme. It appears to us 
| tentative in its tendeucy, and it is rather 
intended to suggest a problem, than to give 
us the solution. 

Nevertheless, we are by no means dis- 
posed to concede the point, that Shakspere 
| was a mere sceptic; though, like every 
| thinking man, his mind must often have 
been disturbed by fears and doubts. The 
very nature of our complex being precludes 
the possibility of perfect certainty on all 
points. 

But inthe progress of the world, new 
principles start into life, and new develop- 
‘nents of humanity demand an adequate 
| exposition, The Past must not be treated 
| iit the spirit of the Past” by the writers 

of the new generation, who transcend the 
bigotry and intolerafice of those who pre- 
ceded them. Thank Heaven ! whatever life 
is, the aspects of the Present are better 
than they were, and something is done 
every day to advance the universal interests 
of the world. The Drama, in taking cogni- 
zance of human passions, must reflect as a 
| mirror the aspects of the time, or become a 
| lifeless thing. 

And what a thing life is, despite the 
"misery we endure,—despite the error and 
darkness around! Although we may often 
gaze with hopeless eyes up to the eternal 
stars, and see nothing but one vast cycle 
of revolution without end, the Spirit 
of Nature, in every soul, informs us, 
that the Tragedy is only one of Timey 
and that, in the sublime denouement, all 
is glory ! 
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AN ACT OF FRIENDSHIP. 
A Dramatic Sketch. 
By C. BS 
Dramatis Persone. 
Mr. Cuartrs Crirron, (a young Barrister). 
Mr. JoHN Boss, (his Friend). 
Scenr.—dA handsomely furnished Apart- 
ment in the Temple. Mr. Charles Clifton 
discovered, seated at a Table, with Books, 
&e. 
Mr. C. C. “ Now is the winter” of my 
batehelorhood about to be made “ gtorious 
summer,” by Miss Fanny Fleetwood ; or 
in other words, to-morrow I lead that fair’ 
lady to the altar. 
and debts; she, in return, presents me 
with herself and fortune. But still it is 
“an alarming sacrifice’ on my part: I 
vield up all the delights of a single man’s 
life! The Opera, Clubs, Theatres, Balls, 
Casinoes. And then what do I get in ex- 
change? A_ wife, domestic comfort !— 
which means cold mutton for dinner, and 
curtain lectures after! 
draught, but then I must marry, for I am 
deeply in debt, and my unele will no# die, 
(some people’s uncles never do die). Yes! 
this is my last day of freedom ; to-morrow 
«| sup with horrors,”’ as Shakspeare says. 
However, there is one comfort in store for 
me—my marriage will be a good excuse for 
breaking with that horrid fellow, Boss, who. 
is—(Mr. John Boss enters in a hasty man- 
ner) the devil! 
Mr. J.B. Ah! my dear fellow, or, 
rather my poor fellow—no, that will not do 
either—for you are to marry an heiress, the 
lovely daughter of the rich railway specu- 
lator—an interesting girl, five feet high, 
fat, red hands, ditto hair, ditto nose! 
Three months ago, she. vowed she never 
would marry a commoner: but her father 
has had heavy losses, and so she, like the 
merchant in the Lady of Lyons, is “not so 
proud as she was,” and, therefore, condes- 
eends to accept Mr. Charles Clifton--a 
young barrister whose accomplishments are 
as numerous as: his debts—a ‘cadet of a 
noble family,’ as the fashionable novelists 
say. } 
“Mr. C. C.—Psha! will you never stop— 
Mr. J. B.—Stop! Why, my dear fellow, 
I have come to stop all day with you; or- 
dered dinner at the “ Rainbow,” to be sen 



























































I give her my hand | 


Faith, ’sis a bitter | 
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| here at six, with half-a-dozen of wine and @ 
| bowl of punch. Remember, no shirking the 
i bottle to-night; to-morrow will be time 
enough to think of reforming. 

Mr. C. C.—But you must excuse me—I 
have promised my intended te spend the 
evening with her. 

Mr. J. B.—With the lovely Fanny? But 
don’t think that I am going to let you off: 
no billing and cooing to-night. 

Mr. C. C.—Why, as to the billing and 
cooing, that I can cheerfully dispense with. 


Mr. J. B.—From which I infer that you 
are not madly in love with the fair Fleet- 
wood ? 

Mr. C.C.—My dear fellow, I don’t mind 
telling you that I would give anything to 
get out of the affair. Indeed, I was going to 
write you a letter to that effect ; for in spite 
of your levity, which frequently annoys me, 
you and I are old friends, and I have a 
secret which I wished to confide in you. 

Mr. J. B.—Well, then, write the letter 
now. $ 

Mr. C.C.—What is the use of that, when 
| you are here? ; 
| Mr. J.B.—I will not believe that you are 
| sincere, until I see your thoughts in black 
and white. 

Mr, C. C.—I give you my honor— 

Mr. J. B.—Wonor! whoever heard of the 
honor of a “fast man.’’ Why sucha thing 
would be almost as great a curiosity as 
Cleopatra’s chastity. 

Mr. C.C.—To convince you that Iam in 
earnest, I will write the letter. (writes.)— 
‘*My dear friend—At the eleventh hour” — 

Mr. J. B.—Bat it is not the eleventh 
hour ! 

Mr. C.C.—I speak metaphorieally. “ At 
** the eleventh hour. I venture to lay before 
‘* yon my most secret thoughts. I will not 
** conceal from you the faet, that my ap- 
* proaching union with Miss Flee:wood is 
‘‘ hateful to me. I have for some years 
“lived beyond my income, and in conse- 
** quence am dreadfully in debt. Miss 
‘© Fleetwood’s fortunewill make me rich ; 
**but that is a poor compensation for the 
“absence of those virtues, which alone can 
‘* make married life endurable. Do you re- 
« member how you used to rally me on my 
“ penchant for your sister? I love her 
“ warmly and devotedly; and would gladly 
** marry her, but she has no fortune, and I 
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“am in debt, Such a union would have light the eye and please the ear fcr a time, 
“been madness. I, therefore, proposed to but it is impossible they can ever be con- 
“Miss Fleetwood: slre accepted me, thus sidered by the side of such works as the 
* making me, vour unhappy friend, _‘ Prophete,” the Huguenots,” and the 
“CwarLes Ciirton.” chefs deavre of Mozart, Rossini, and Bel- 

Mr. J. B.—A sensible effusion, upon my lini. However, looking upon “ La Juive ” 
worl. But do you really mean what you | as a spectacle, it must reign triumphant for 
siy? |some time, for it is certainly the most 
Mr. C.C.—I do: nay more, could [break | splendid production we have witnessed, 
off this hateful marriage, I would cali my | either on the boards of our two Italian 
creditors together, and eadeavour te make | theatres, or during our visits to the French 
some arrangement with them, ; ; capital, It would be a needless task to spe- 
Mr. J. .—Then give me your hand; I _cify the particular artistes included in the 
congratulate you :* the marriage is broken | caste—~one general remark on the excel- 














of! 

Mr, C. C.--How? | 

Mr. J. B.—Miss Fleetwood eloped last 
night with an officer of the Guards. You 
are, therefore, free. 

Mr. C.C.—And though beggary may ac- 
company that freedom, I am grateful for 
my escape ! 

Mr. J. B.—Beggary is a long way off | 
yet. Yesterday I received a letter from a) 
solicitor, announcing that a distant relation | 
had left me £10,000, Tlalf that sum I 
shall bestow on my sister; she loves you ; 
take her, and be happy. | 

Mr. C. C.—(grasping his hand.)—My 
dear friend, how shall I ever repay your 
goodness ? 

Mr, J. B -By making Julia happy. You 
spoke just now of my levity; at least I 
have sufficient sense to know, that a mar- 
riage of ccnvenience can never be one of 
happiness ; and that the best spurdera man 
in the great race for fame, is a Wife ! 


[Currain Fatts.] 





METROPOLITAN THEATRES 
ROYAL ITALIAN OPERA, 

As the attraction of La Tempesta lies in 
the grandeur of its scenery and its poetical 
associations, rather than in the beauty of 
the music, so does La Juive lay its claim to 
success through the unparalleled splendour 
of its effects, and the wondrous delineation 
of the passions, by that splendid lyric ar- 
tiste, Viardot. Like all the works by the 
French masters, (with the exception of two 
or three by Auber), they want the depth, 
the unique development, and the ideality of 





lence of each and all is sufficient. Where 
all are good, we can only be expected to 
testify our general approbation. 


OLYMPIC, 

While we wish every success to Mr. G. 
Bolton’s speculation, we should advise him, 
if he has any idea of continuing the thea- 
tre open, to take an early opportunity of 
strengthening his company. ‘he house 
was extremely full on Monday, and we have 
nu doubt it will be equally so during the 
week, The novelty of the revival must 
draw for a short time, to say nothing of the 
excellent dancing which follows. The farees 
which conclude the entertainments, are 
played with spirit. Mr. James Johnstone, 
Mr. Turner, Mr. Atwood, Mrs. Brougham, 
and Mrs. Griffith, appear in the ‘ Malcou- 
tent.” Madame Louise, Kate Kirby, and 
Rosina Wright in the ballet. Miss Badde- 
ley, Miss Ellen Honey, Miss Murray, and 
Miss Flora Mars, have been the leading 
support to the ‘‘ Spitalfields Weaver,” the 
“Two Pages of Frederick the Great,” and 
**A Roland for an Oliver.” 





CORRESPONDENCE. 


Mercator.—The Hunchback was played at the 
Haymarket two years ago, when Miss Helen 
Faucit and Mrs. Nisbett appeared togeiher, 

A. Younc.—We cannot say for certainty, whether 
Mr. C, Kean has engaged Mr. Henry Hetty, he 
having several provincial engagements to fill for 
some time to come, 

An Apmirrr of C. Matthews.—We must be ex- 
cused auswering the question, it being of a 
private nature. : 

A.B.—Certainly: we knew you would find it 
to be so. 





the great German school. They may de 


} AMATEUR,—The arrangements for the benefit are 
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net yet, we believe, completed. Our correapon- 
dent should apply to the director of the private 
theatre to which he alludes. We are always 
willing to oblige our subscribers by affording 
any information required ; but must in return, 
entreat not to. be asked so many frivolous 
qui stions. 

E. Guimme i, (Shoreditch)—We do not know 
the age of Mr. . Honner, neither do we deem 
the point of sufficient importance to demand in- 
vestigation. Mrs, R. Honner is the daughter of 
Eugene Macarthy, Esq. We perfectly remem- 
ber this lady acting Julia in the “Hunebbaok” 
(Knowles’s play) at the Theatre Royal, Drury 
Lane. She was most enthusiastically received. 

B. Durranr.—The question as put is not suffi- 
ciently explicit: repeat it in clearer terms and 
we will undertake to afford the required intor- 
mation. 

G.P.—The Miss Murray now acting is no relation 
to the late beautiful Miss Murray tormerly of 
the Adelphi, 

A Member of the private theatre at King’s Cross, 
informs us, that a elub, connected with that 
establishment is in formation, to be beld at Mr. 
Wicks’s, the Duke of Wellington, Brighton 
street, top of Cromer Street. 

J.B. We cannot at the moment find the record. 
Put it is certain that Haydn never played any 
compositions in public but his own. 

A Younc Comroskr,—Auber was born in the 
year 1784. 

Aw AMATEUR.— You had better study any shorter 
parts first, and do not attempt to play till you 
are periect, and cndeavour to see others are so. 

A New Svusseoripur, Birmingham.—Yes. You 


can be supplied with all the back numbers, by 
Mr. Pratt, our publisher at Birmingham, 
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THE THEATRES ! 

There is quite a dearth in theatricals in 
London at this period. We find no less 
than six of the principal theatres closed at 
the present time—Drury Lane, Haymarket, 
Princesses, Sad!ers Wells, Lyceum, and the 
Marylebone. We cannot but feel sorry for 
those who are depending entirely upon their 
own exertions for the support of their fa- 
milies, and who have no other’ means of 
employing their abilities to advantage. We 
trust there is a good time coming, when 
every manager and actor will require a long 
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purse to deposit his hard earnings, toa 
greater extent than even the oldest amongst 
them can remember. 

Those theatres which are open are doing 
tolerable good business. We find the little 
Strand, with its talented company, playing 
many adinired pieces, such as the “ Reign- 
ing Favorite,” “The Strong-minded We- 
man,” and “ Grandfather Whitehead,” to 
good houses and highly respectable audi- 
ences. At the Adelphi, the ‘ Emigré’s 
Daughter,” and the burlesque of “ Esme- 
talda,” pieces totally different to those at 
any other theatre, and with talent of the 
most agreeable description, At the Surrey, 
the managers have mustered all the avail- 
able native talent in opera, and the music is 
very artistically executed by a most efficient 
orchestra. At the City, there are several 
dramas of interest, acted by artists who are 
well calculated to represent such pieces. 
And the performances at the Pavilion are 
of a similar character. Then we have 
Astley’s unrivalled horsemanship, which is 
a never-ailing source of amusement to the 
younger branches. But, alas! poor Shaks- 
pere ! he cannot find a friend, or a house to 
put his head in, in the dog-days: but hold, 
let us see what Mr. George Bolton will do 
at the Olympic. We feel assured he will 
not “set the Thames on fire,” and we trust 
not the theatre. 














‘Mabel Lynterne! 
Pauline Deschapelles. 





CHAMPIONSHIP OF THE ACTRESSES, 


Should there be a stray individual at. 
tempt to pick up the glove which * Beta” 
has cast upon the ground, as champion for 
Miss Helen Faucit, I should be anxious to 
act as his friend in the cause, or else have 
an encounter of mine own, if among the 
lovers of the spiritual drama one could be 
found to uppose. Not content with echoing 
the words of ‘“ Beta,” I would sound the 
tocsin more powerfully, and declare that I 
consider eyen Mrs. Butler an inferior actress 
to the lady in question, Her Julia, her 
Juliet, her Rosalind, come nearer to my 
idea of a great actress than Mrs. Butler’s 
impersonations of those parts. Miss Fau- 
cit’s Rosalind stands alone as the perfection 
of ideal beauty! Ter Julia is certainly the 
most powerful performance on the stage ! 
How beautiful, how harrowing, her Lady 
How charming her 
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To me, an actress who wants power, 
wants too much to be placed as No. 2, and 
though I am a great admirer of Mrs. Kean, 
I am more disposed to give Miss Cushman 
the preference; at any rate, the greatest 
stretch I could make to the former lady, 
would be to place her with Miss C. as No. 
2. Miss Vandenhoff, Miss Glynn, and Mrs. 
Warner, as 3. Now come the intermediates, 
and in something like this order might be 
classea Mrs. Stirling and Fanny Vining, 4 ; 
Mrs. Honner, 5; Mad. Ponisi, 6; and then 
follow Mrs. Ternan, Miss Cooper, Mrs. W. 
Lacy, Mrs. West, Mrs. Yarnold, Miss Ad- 
dison, Miss Vincent, Miss Edwards, &c., all 
of course in different degrees which at pre- 
sent I have not time to particularize. 


Garrick FuNNYBONF. 





THE COUNTRY MANAGER, 
A DRAMA OF REAL LIFE, 


In Five Parts. 
Act tHe Fourrts. 

Showing some of the ills that a Manager is heir 
to. Exorbitant demands of the great Tragedian, 
The first night of the season. 

When Mr. Gabriel Grubage got into his 
room, he locked the door, and seating 
himself in his elbow chair, began to reflect 
on the best means of filling the Andover 
Theatre Royal on the following Monday 
night, which he had fixed upon for the 
debut of Mr. Barnaby Battleaxe. In the 
plenitude of his managerial wisdom he issued 
two thousand six hundred and fifty double 
orders, entitling the holder to pass free into 
any part of the theatre on payment of TWO 
PENCE per head. For a couple of double 
admissions to the gallery, Gabriel got three 
or four charity boys to drop these down 
the areas, to throw them into shop windows 
and into the doorways of the several private 
houses and places of business in the ancient 
and popular town of Andover. This done 
Gabriel called a rehearsal of George 
Barnwell, and ordered Mr. Horatio Hup- 
start to paint a representation of Newgate 
for the occasion, which being done to the 
entire satisfaction of the great tragedian 
himself, Gabriel snatched the hand of Mr. 
Horatio Hupstart, and wringing it an extac 
of delight, exclaimed, “ By Gord, Sir, I'll 
make your fortune, I will indeed.” “ Glad 
that Newgate pleases you,” meekly observed 
Hupstart. ‘ Pleases me,” replied Grubage ; 





eee 








“ wy Gord, Sir, that gallows is reality itself 
—I hav’nt a better drop in my theatre.” 
A few similar compliments were paid to the 
talents of Mr. Horatio Hupstarc by Mr. 
Gabriel Grubage, and continued at intervals 
until the eventful Monday night arrived, 
‘‘ big with the fate of Battleaxe and Barn- 
well,” when the Andover theatre was 
crammed almost to suffocation by the “tag 
rag and bob-tail” of the place and its envi- 
rons. As itis our duty to state facts, it 
must here be mentioned, that the ruse of 
Mr. Gabriel fully succeeded, for there was 
not an urchin or serving man in the town 
of Andover, who could raise two-pence, but 
was present on the Monday night. So de- 
lighted was Gabriel with the prospect 
before him, when he peeped through the 
hole in the green curtain, and beheld the 
dirty faces and ragged shirts of his nume- 
rous auditory, that he knew not whether he 
stood upon his head or his heels, and be- 
haved accordingly. The editor of the 4n- 
dover Express sent in his card with a polite 
request for the usual privilege. Mr. Gavriel 
tore the card to pieces, and addressing the 
messenger, said, “ Privilege be d—d; go 
and tell the fellow if he wants to go into 
mY theatre, he must pay at the doors, and 
if he dont do that, or instantly get off my 
remises, I’ll make a door mat of his 
reech.” All the time this was pessing off 
the stage, a pretty kettle of fish was pre- 
aring for Mr. Gabriel on it. Mr. Barnaby 
Battleaxe had been dining with Mr, Bitterly 
Bittergall, the editor and conductor of the 
Andover Express, on mutton chops and 
brandy and water, at the Cow and (offin 
Plate in the High street, Andover, from 
the bar parlour of which the note was des- 
patched to Mr. Gabriel Grubage for the 
free admission. The answer being delivered 
verbatim as it was received, and ys 
with a little addition as the genius of the 
bearer suggested, it is not surprising that 
Mr. Barnaby Battleaxe gave as a toast, 
‘‘ Confusion to Managers,”’ and swore to be 
avenged for the insult offered to his literary 
friend. It appearing that nobody was pre- 
sent when Barnaby made his engagement 
with Gabriel but themselves, there existed 
no proof as to the terms upon which he had 
at, cn to ‘* star’’ it, and consequently 
he determined to have his price. Backed by 
his friend, the editer, he strolled down to 
the theatre, anddressed for the part. When 
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Thorougheood, whe acted as prompter, 
scenc-shifter, box money-taker, and eall- 
bev, announced to him that the overture 
was ahout to begin, and that his presence 
would be required in a yery few minutes on 
the stage, he replied by bidding Thorough- 


good goto the devil, for he “ shouldu’t stir | 


a peg until he reeeived the amount he had 
agreed upon.” This horrifying intelligence 
was quickly conveyed to Grubage, who as 
quickly rushed into Barnaby’s dressing- 
room. “ By Gord, Sir, what is the meaning 
of this!” “ My bond, Mr. Manager, I will 
have my bond,” returned Barnaby, coolly 
fastening on his shoe buckles. ‘Come to 
the treasury on Saturday morning,” said 
Grubage. “That will not do for me,”  re- 
plied Barnaby. “ By Gord, you are deter- 
mined to ruin me! What is it that you 
want?” asked Gabriel. ‘ Money,” laconi- 
cally retorted Barnaby. “Oh, if that is 
all,” said Grubage, throwing down a crown, 
“‘there’s half a week’s salary, and I'll pay 
vou the balance on Saturday.” ‘* You be 
d—d,” replied B irnaby rising from his seat 
with offended dignity, ‘‘ our agreement was 
five pounds a night for twenty nights, and 
half of the receipts of the first night, and I 
mean to have it,’ ‘ By Gord, you are mad 
or drunk,” said Gabriel, retreating a few 
steps to avoid the contents of a large 
pewter pot which Dattleaxe was preparing 
to aim at the manager’s head. ‘ Both,” 
continued the tragedian, “ and unless you 
bring me half the blunt received at the 
doors this night, I shall not Pe eS Dae 
the character of Barnwell, I suppose,” said 
Grubage, “in which case I will go before 
the audience, and explain your base con- 
duct, and they'll hoot you out of the town.” 


(To be continued). 








FROM MISS HIGGINBTOHAM. 


London, July 31, 1850. 

Dear Susan,—I amall in a fury. Since 
I weote my last, Sam has behaved very in- 
different to me. I begin to think it’s all 
true that you must leave home to know 
people’s tempers. I told you that Sam got 
acquainted with some people at Cremorne 
Gardens ; well, he has been visiting them 
at their own house, without me. [ don’t 
like this sort of behaviour. If this is coming 
to Loudon, for pleasure, why I would 








| sooner be at Bradford going to see young 
ladies at their own houses. Indeed, without 

me! I'm sure one of the young chaps that 
belongs to the party is one of them that 
/was on board the boat when Sam lost his 
purse. I wish you was here with me, for 
Sam is really no company for me here in 
| London—not half so good as he was at 
| Bradford. In the house where we | odge, 
‘there are several others, and I have formed 
‘a little society with them; but I’m full of 
| grief,—one young gentleman borrowed of 
| me a sovereign to pay his cab hire; and as 
I had not seen him for two days, I was 
asking the landlady about him, and she 
tells me he left yesterday morning, and she 
was surprised that I should lend people 
money that were strangers to me. Why, 
dear Sue, how can they be strangers, when 
they live in the same house. Oh, those 
London people, Iam afraid, are not so good 
as they ought to be. I shail have a deal 
to tell you when I return. 

Yours truly, 
M. HiccGiInsotuam. 





MONSTRE CONCERT EXTRAORDINARY. 
In consequence of a notice from Little 
John of Reform notoriety, to the Corpora- 
tion of the City, that the Roast Beef ot Old 
England is very much injured by the said 
Corporation holding a cattle market in 
Smithfield, he has wholly forbidden the 
sale of cattle there for the future, aud re- 
quests that the purchasers of roast beef will 
apply at a place called Islington , where he 
trusts, they will find the meat ina whole- 
some and fit state fur the consumption of 
Her Majesty’s liege subjects. In conse- 
quence of which, the City authorities intend 
to give a Monster Conceré in Smithfield, to 
take a last farewell of their dirty end filthy 
nuisance. All the well-known talent of the 
said enlightened body have offered their 
services gratuitously. Amongst the most 
promivent are the following, names well 
known as supporters hitherto of the jobbing 
committees :— Messrs. All, Barlamb, Bleet- 
ford, Howandard, D. Harrikon, H. L. A. 
Taylor, Handersom, Quick’s, Brassmug, 
S. J. Luke, S. P. Larry, J. Woodhead, and 
many others whose names will appear in 
future bills. 
The First Part will be conducted by a well 
| known Amateur, just arrived from Cidney- 
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Parr I. 

Cuorus—“Up rouse ye, Merry Councillors,” 
Messrs. All, J. Vailor, D. Quicks, ana D, Hai- 
dersom. 

Soxnc—* Farewell to the delightful stenches,”’ 
C. Barlamb, 

Sonc— The spot where T train my Greyhound,’ 

J. Johinson. ; 

Sone—“ Auld Lang Syne,” 
S. P. Larry. 
Sonc—* The spot where I was born,” 
D. Quicks. 
Sonc—‘ How happy could I be with either,” 

Al, Lawrerts, 

Parr II. 
Will commence with the barking of dogs, 
the yelling of drovers, the whistling of 
ragged boys, and the bleating of sheep, ac- 
companied by D. Quicks, with a band of 
butchers with an entire new set of cleavers, 
to be used for the first time at the new Is- 
lington abattoirs. 


Gire—* When shall we three meet again,” 

S. J. Luke, J. Woodhead, and A, Taylor. 
Duret—‘: The Duke and the Wooddemon,” 
Or two to seven, 

By two royal students, pupils of C. Lewis, 
Sonc—¢ Compensation,”"—D; Handersom. 

A Solo on the Trumpet, by D. Quicks, 
Who will blow a blast which will be heard es far 
as Newgate Market 
Principal Instrumental Performers : 

A. Cidney, double bass ; 5. P. Larry, bagpipes 
D. Quicks, trumpet; H.All. bassoon ;‘D. Har- 
rickon, big drum; C, Barlamb, marrow bones 
and cleavers. 

Tickets may be had of the Beadles of Farringdon 

Cheap, and Cripplegate Wards, and’ the 
Chairman of the Markets Committee. 








PROVINCIAL. 





MancuesterR, THeatre Royat.—There bas 
been quite an original and successful attraction at 
this house during the past week ; no less and 
distinguished a person thana Don, but nota 
Spanish one. Rumour gives out that he isa 
titled gentleman, possessing fortune, His preten- 
sions to the “sock and buskin” are well supported 
as has been evidenced in the several characters he 
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| amateur on Friday evening, and he met with a 
flattering reception, Mr. Webster, from London, 
succeeds Sir William, and we anticipate, from his 
popular position in the theatrical hemisphere, he 
will be a trump eard, 

Quren’s Tieatne.—The very active and en- 
terprising spirit in which business is conducted 
here, is calculated to recover the long-lost popi- 
larity of the Queens. Mr. C. Dillon was an- 
nounced as Melnotte in the Lady of Lyons, on 
the 24th ult., but was so much indisposed that 
Mr. B. Egan, at short notice, was substituted, 
and sustained the character much better than we 
anticipated. The house was well attended on the 
occasion of Preston's benefit. The Flowers of 
the Forest has drawn well, having been put upon 
the stage in good style. Miss Cooke, as Starlight 
Bess, and Miss Jane Keats, as Lemuel, were 
loudly and deservedly applauded, We should 
have liked Mr. Forde much better, as the Wolf, 
had he not diffused so much rant in the character. 
He possesses abilities enough to procure admira- 
tion, without resorting to any clap trap stratagems 
to create unmeaning applause. The Ethiopian 
tragedian (Aldridge), or better known as the 
African Roscius, appeared as Othello on Monday 
evening, it being one of his best characters, 
There is no denying the fact that this black dia- 
mond possesses great abilities. It is now about 
two yeaf's since we hada synopsis of him, and 
that was on a fine and sunny day on the Man- 
chester race evurse ; his dress on that occasion 
we remember, made him stand out in bold relief 
—a white hat, green cout, white trowsers, and a 
shepherd's plaid slung around him, However, we 
shall speak of him at greater length in our next. 
3| We have two distinguished darkies enlightening 
us just now, ote with the genius of his heels, and 
the other with the genius of the brain. 

Orenative Amatevits.—The members of this 
society gave an entertainment on Friday evening, 
selecting the Merchant of Venice tor the piece in 
which they were to immortalise themselves. 
They appear to have had considerable experience, 
from the confidence they possessed, and the fami- 
liar manner in which they trod the stage, This is 
all we can say for them. There is plenty of room 
for improvement, and we wotild recommend a 
close study of grammar, and an acquaintance with 
Walker's dictionary immediately, for we never 
heard the English language 80 severely mangled ; 
it was literally treason against the memory of the 
immortal poet, @Gratiano was about the best sus- 
tained character, and had he not dovetailed his 
own piece of brilliant wit (fit only for a Billings- 
gate fish-fag) into his part, would have appeared 


has appeared in. His style is similar to: that of | to more advantage, When the Duke conjures the 


Buckstone. Nature has favored him in stature, 
being upwards of six feet, and it is only just to 
state that his deportment and carriage on the 
stage is graceful. Inthe farce ot Box and Cox, 
as Box, he is extremely humorous. The Wreck 
Ashore was effectively cast on Saturday evening, 
the titled amateur sustaining Magog in a manner 
that convinced the house of his genuine abilities. 
J. Wood and Sir Wm, Don, when con‘rasted to- 


Jew, in his mistortanes, to become a Christian, 
this superlative clever fellow, who sustained Gra- 
tiano, exclaimed, 
** Oh, ho! the Jew smells pork,” 

which set on some few of his own kidney ta bray, 
Antonio and Bassanio were but passable, and the 
Jew was too tame all through, Miss Montfort, 
as Portia, transformed herself into Meg Merilies. 

Kemeie Crivs.—In answer to many interroga- 











gether, created many a hearty |:ugh in their “long | torics, relative to the comparative abilities of this 


and short-cut’’ appearance, ‘The officers of the 


club and the Operative Amateurs, we decidedly 


3rd Dragoon Guards patronised the distinguished! prefer the former. Comparisons are odious, the 
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(K.C.) may lack the stage trickery, but their 
mental powers are The satirical letter of 
“ Rambler,” in your last, seems to insinuate that 
the K.C. gentlemen are eyotistical and too talk- 
ative in places where silence should argue wis- 
dom, If this be true, we would advise the gentle- 
men to take the hint, and not to be too sensitive 
or delicate on the point. 

Casino.—Opposition being the spirit of basi- 
ness, the proprietors present, in contrast to Jtba, 
a Mr. Millicent, an English Juba, who is very 
clever ; but we must award the paim to the original 
darkie. Professor Bey gives great satisfaction in 
his extraordinary performances, being nearly as 
elastic as an India rubber ball. By way of va- 
riety, we have also the sagacious and pleasing 
performance of Mr, Blanchard's two dogs. So, 
what with negro, quadruped, gymnastic, and har- 
monic apility, you cannot but be well entertained 
with the bill of fare. 
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Lee, Miss Salmon, Mesers. J.F. Saville, Woollidge, 
Rolfe, Barton, Atkins, &c, During the race week 
the theatre was well attended, since which the 
business has not been so'good. Mr. Saville had 
only taken the theatre for fen nights, but he has 
been induced to extend his tetfm to the end of 
next week, 








OUR LITTLE CHATTER BOX 





We hear that Mr. G. Benneft’s talented daughter 
is engaged by Mr. Simpson, the lessee of the Bir- 
mingham theatre, where she will play the leading: 
parts in juvenile tragedy. 

Mr. Oxberry has opefied the Windsor theatre’ 
with a strong company, afméngst which is Miss 
Isabel Dickinson. who is annotinced to play Claude’ 








CoLossrum.—The Ethiopian spectacle has just 
been withdrawn, after a very successful run. 
Jaba is almost as attractive as ever—him and 
Mackney dividing the honours with each other 
nightly, in their original quaint and outlandish 
black expressions, The Corelli Family appeared 
on Monday eveniog, and promise from the cha- 
racter of their performances, to be welcome 
visitors. 

Epinsurcn, Anetpxut.—Mr. Aldridge has filled 
a most successful engagement hee this week. 
Titus Andronicus has been brought out with great 
care, and Mr. Aldridge has created much sensation 
in the part of Aaron the Moor. Mr, H. Webb is 
#80 a favorite here. 

SoutHampron.— Mr. G. Owen opens our thea- 
tre on Monday, Augast 5th. The Love Chase has 
been selected as the opening play, to be afterwards 
followed by a popular farce, new to oar town. A 
Pen company is engaged, and a highly success- 
ful season expected. 

BirMincuamM.—An arrangement having been 
effected by Mr. Simpson with Mr. Webster and 

the elite of the Haymarket company, including 
several rismg actors (amid whom we notice Mr. 
Bellingham, the celebrated light comedian of the 
Lyceum), this mow really powerful phalanx of 
talent has drawn immense houses, and excited, as 
might be expected, the greatest applause. 

Liverpoot. (Minor). - Miss Anna Newby (for- 
merly of the Liver), having been engaged by Mr. 
Egerton, the celebrated drama, entitled The De- 
formed, was revived with the greatest eclat, Miss 
Newhy sustaining the part of Eva: we cannot, 
however, understand the policy of changing the 
titles of wel? known popular plays, and would have 
much preferred seeing the piece represented ander 
its original cognomen of “the Ladye of Lam- 
bythe.” 

Betrast.—Mr. E. Glover continues to have 
well attended houses, and the active stage manage- 
ment of Mr. Lloyd deserves much commendation. 
“The Jacobite” has been received with much ap- 
plause, and the engagement of Mrs, Ternan ap- 
pears to have given great satisfaction. 

NorrincuaM.—The theatre in this town was 
opened on Monday, the 15th inst, with an effective 
company, amongst whom we see Miss Pann 
Young, Miss Laura Honey, Mrs, Saville, Miss C 


Melnofte in the Lady of Lyons. 

Mr. H. Marston does not go back to the Wells 
this season. Several new performers from the 
provinces are engaged. 

An Irish attornev, not proverbial for his probity, 
was one night robbed in going from Wicklow to’ 
Dublin. His father next day, meeting Baron 
O'Grady. said. “ My lord, have vou heard of mv 
son's robbery?” “ No (replied the Baron): whonr 
did be rob?” 

A negro passing along Fleet Street was asto- 
nished at hearing u voice call ont, “ How d'ye do. 
Massa Mungo; how d'ye de. Massa Snowball 3” 
and on looking up, observed it proceeded trom a 
gilt cage. “Ab, massa parrot,” said blackee, 
‘ you great man here; you lib in a gold house 
et but me know your father well; he lib in @ 

ush.’’ 








ADVERTISEMENTS. 


MADAME TUSSAUD’S 


MARIA MANNING, George Manning, 
Bloomfield Rush, taken from life during their trials. 
—A cast in plaster of Mr, O’Connor, with a plan 
of the kitchen where he was murdered, Models of 
Stanfield Hall and Potash farm are now added to’ 
the Chamber of Horrors, at Madame TUSSAUD 
and SON’S Exnaisition Bazaar, Baker Street, 
Portman square.—Open from eleven till dusk, 
and from seven till ten.—Admittance 1s; small 
room 6d. extra. 
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